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PREFACE.

This book is the result of a plan successfully
worked out in the class-room by the compilers,
and is therefore the direct outcome of practical
experience. The chief object of the dictations is
the teaching of correct spelling but there are
other distinct and definite aims.

Each lesson contains a number of words which
already form a part of the child’s speaking vo-
cabulary, and are valuable only as words to be
correctly spelled; but besides these familiar
words, each selection also presents certain en-
tirely new words with which the child has no ac-
quaintance, and which are valuable not only as
spelling material, but also as they serve to enrich -
his vocabulary.

In teaching such words, it seems most essential

(3
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that they be presented in their proper relation,
as used by the best authors, and not as isolated
words, totally unrelated, as is the case with the
ordinary spelling list.

The average child of twelve or thirteen has not
sufficient experience or judgment to guide him
in the choice of dictionary definitions, and is,
moreover, confused by the number of definitions
given of a single word. In studying these dicta-
tion exercises, he does not need to consult the
dictionary for the meanings of all the new words
he meets, but is, in many cases, led to the mean-
ing by the context. If, however, he must resort
to the dictionary, he is certainly helped to a right
choice of definition by the fact that the unfamil-
iar word forms part of a connected thought; and
the word itself becomes more surely his because
of this.

Not only is the child’s vocabulary increased
by these single new words, but as he constantly
meets with phrases and sentences which accu-
rately and beautifully convey some thought fa-
miliar to him, but for which he has no adequate
expression, it is believed that his power to put
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his own thoughts into clear and pertinent lan-
guage will be thereby increased.

The discussion and frequent writing and re-
writing of selections from our best authors neces-
sarily leads the child to some appreciation and
taste for good English, and tends to arouse an
interest in the authors themselves as well as in
their works.

The child’s mental growth is, in the nature of
things, an extremely gradual process; it is neces-
sary, therefore, that the same subject be repeated-
ly presented, though in a slightly varied form,
before he becomes master of it. The selections in
this book are very carefully graded, from the sim-
ple to the comparatively difficult, and many of
the difficult words occur again and again.

As children acquire knowledge only through a
presentation that appears to them sensible, no
selection has been chosen which does not contain
a completely unified thought.

As to punctuation: after five or six funda-
mental ruleg have been mastered, the best results
are obtained when the child is led to realize from
observation and imitation, that punctuation is
a simple and sensible matter, rather than the
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complicated and arbitrary process that it too fre-
quently appears to him.

A few suggestions as to the use of the book are
offered. First of all, it is expected that no exer-
cise be assigned for preparation until the teacher
has carefully discussed it with the class; this
gives an opportunity to teach experimentally the
use of words, marks of punctuation, the name and
somewhat of the personality of the author, and
to consider any literary or historical allusion that
may require explanation. After the exercise has
thus been made comprehensiviei‘fo the class, it
should be assigned as a lesson, to be carefully
studied. The children should then be required to
reproduce it exactly from the teacher’s dictation.
Without such rigid exaction, the whole system
would prove valueless.

In a few instances, slight verbal changes have
been made in the standard texts of the authors
chosen; but this has been done only when it
seemed necessary to make the detached selection
more easily comprehensible, and in no case has
the essential meaning of a passage been altered.




1.

Now the chair in which Grandfather sat was
made of oak, which had grown dark with age, but
had been rubbed and polished till it shone as
bright as mahogany. It was very large and
heavy, and had a back that rose high above
Grandfather’s head. This back was curiously
carved in open work, so as to represent flowers
and foliage and other devices, which the children
had often gazed at, but never could understand.
On the very tiptop of the chair, over the head of
Grandfather himself, was the likeness of a lion’s
head, which had such a savage grin that you would
almost expect to hear il growl and snarl.

Nathaniel Hawthorne.

2.

The torrents of Norway leap down from their
mountain homes with plentiful cataracts, and
run brief but glorious races to the sea. The
streams of England move smoothly through green
fields and beside ancient, sleepy towns. The
Scotch rivers brawl through the open moorland
and flash along steep Highland glens. The rivers
of the Alps are born in icy caves, from which

(7)
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they issue forth with furious, turbid waters; but
when their anger has been forgotten in the slum-
ber of some blue lake, they flow down more softly
to see the vineyards of France and Italy, the
gray castles of Germany, and the verdant mead-
ows of Holland.—Henry Van Dyke.

3.

Professor Lessing, the celebrated German phil-
osopher, was remarkable for his absent-minded-
ness.

One night, returning from a walk, he knocked
at his own door, and the servant, not recognizing
her master in the dark, said quickly, “The Pro-
fessor is not at home.”

“Never mind,” said Lessing, abstractedly, turn-
ing away, “tell him I shall come again some
other time.’’—Adnonymous.

4,

All the inhabitants of the little village are busy.
One is clearing a spot on the verge of the forest
for his homestead; another is hewing the trunk of
a fallen pinetree, in order to build himself a
dwelling; a third is hoeing in his field of Indian
corn. Here comes a huntsman out of the woods,
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dragging a bear which he has shot, and shouting
to the neighbors to lend him a hand. There goes
a man to the sea-shore, with a spade and a bucket,
to dig a mess of clams, which were a principal
article of food with the first settlers. Scattered
here and there are two or three dusky figures,
clad in mantles of fur, with ornaments of bone
hanging from their ears, and the feathers of wild
birds in their coal-black hair.

Nathaniel Hawthorne.

b.

Far out in the ocean, where the water is as
blue as the prettiest corn-flower, and as clear as
crystal, it is very, very deep; so deep, indeed, that
no cable could fathom it. There dwells the Sea
King and his subjects. We must not imagine
that there is nothing at the bottom of the sea but
bare yellow sand. No, indeed; the most singular
flowers and plants grow there, the leaves and
stems of which are so pliant, that the slightest
agitation of the water causes them to stir as if
they had life. In the deepest spot of all, stands
the castle of the Sea King. Its walls are built
of coral, and the long, Gothic windows are of the
clearest amber. The roof is formed of shells that
open and close as the water flows over them.
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Their appearance is very beautiful; for in each
lies a glittering pearl, which would be fit for the
diadem of a queen.—Hans Andersen.

6.

The Sea King’s palace was one of those splen-
did sights which we can never see on earth. The
walls and the ceiling of the large ball-room were
of thick, transparent crystal. Many hundreds of
colossal shells, some of a deep red, others of a
grass green, stood on each side in rows, with blue
fire in them, which lighted up the whole saloon,
and shone through the walls, so that the sea was
also illuminated. Innumerable fishes, great and
small, swam past the crystal walls; on some of
them the scales glowed with a purple brilliancy,
and on others they shone like silver and gold.
Through the halls flowed a broad stream, and in
it danced the mermen and the mermaids to the
music of their own sweet singing. A

Hans Andersen.

7.

See what a lovely shell,
Small and pure as a pearl,
Lying close to my foot,
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Frail, but a work divine,

Made so fairily well

With delicate spire and whorl,
How exquisitely minute,

A miracle of design!|—Alfred Tennyson.

-8.

A Quaker had a quarrelsome neighbor, whose
cow often broke into the Quaker’s well-cultivated
garden. One morning, having driven the cow
from his premises to the owner’s house, he said
to him, “Friend, I have driven thy cow home once
more; and if I find her in my garden again,
I_”

“Suppose you do,” his neighbor angrily ex-
claimed, “what will you do?”

“Why,” said, the Quaker, “I’ll drive her home
to thee again, friend.”

The cow never again troubled the Quaker.
Anonymous.

9. .

I got over the fence, and laid me down in the
shade to rest my limbs, for I was very weary, and
fell asleep; but judge you, if you can, that read
my story, what a surprise I must be in when I
was awakened out of my sleep by a voice calling
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me by my name several times: “Robin, Robin,
Robin Crusoe; poor Robin Crusoe. Where are you,
Robin Crusoe? Where are you? Where have
you been ?”’ .

But no sooner were my eyes open, but I saw m,
Poll sitting on the top of the hedge, and imme-
diately knew that it was he that spoke to me; for
in just such bemoaning language I had used to
talk to him and teach him.—Daniel Defoe.

10.

It would have made a Stoic smile to see me and
my little family sit down to dinner. There was
my majesty, the prince and lord of the whole isl-
and; I had the lives of all my subjects at my ab-
solute command; I could give liberty and take
it away, and no rebels among all my subjects.
Then, too, to see how like a king I dined, all
alone, attended by my servants! Poll, as if he
had been my favorite, was the only person per-
mitted to talk to me. My dog, who was now
grown very old and crazy, sat always at my right
hand; and two cats, one on one side of the table
and one on the other, expecting now and then a
bit from my hand as a mark of especial favor.

Daniel Defoe.
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11.

I am monarch of all I survey,
My right there is none to dispute;
From the center all round to the sea
I am lord of the fowl and the brute.
O solitude! Where are the charms
That sages have seen in thy face?
Better dwell in the midst of alarms,
Than reign in this horrible place.

But the sea-fowl is gone to her nest,
The beast is laid down in his lair,
Even here is a season of rest,
And I to my cabin repair.
There is mercy in every place,
And mercy, encouraging thought!
Gives even affliction a grace,
And reconciles man to his lot.
William Cowper.

12.

Sir Walter Scott, in lending a book one day to
a friend, cautioned him to be punctual in return-
ing it. “This is really necessary,” said the poet,
in apology; “for though many of my friends are
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bad arithmeticians, I observe almost all of them
are excellent book-keepers.”—Anonymous.

13.

The first snow came. How beautiful it was,
falling so silently all day long, all night long, on
the mountains, on the meadows, on the roofs of
the living, on the graves of the dead! All white
save the river, that marked its course by a wind-
ing, black line across the landscape; and the leaf-
less trees, that against the leaden sky now re-
vealed more fully the wonderful beauty and in-
tricacy of their branches. What silence, too, came
with the snow, and what seclusion! Every sound
was muffled, every noise changed to something
soft and musical. No more tramping hoofs, no
more rattling wheels! Only the chiming sleigh-
bells, beating as swift and merrily as the hearts
of children.—Henry W. Longfellow.

14.

“Have some wine,” the March Hare said in an
encouraging tone.

Alice looked all round the table, but there was
nothing on it but tea. ¢I don’t see any wine,”’
she remarked.
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“There isn’t any,” said the March Hare.

“Then it wasn’t very civil of you to offer it,”
said Alice angrily.

“It wasn’t very civil of you to sit down with-
out being invited,” said the March Hare.

“I didn’t know it was your table,” said Alice;
“it’s laid for a great many more than three.”

“Your hair wants cutting,” said the Hatter.
He had been looking at Alice for some time with
great curiosity, and this was his first remark.

“You should learn not to make personal re-
marks,” Alice said with some severity; “it’s very
rude.”—Lewis Oarroll.

16.

Don’t flatter yourself that friendship author-
izes you to say disagreeable things to your in-
timates. On the contrary, the nearer you come
into relation with a person, the more necessary
do tact and courtesy become. Except in cases of
necessity, which are rare, leave your friend to
learn unpleasant truths from his enemies; they
are ready enough to tell them.

Oliver Wendell Holmes.
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16.

How sweet and gracious, even in common speech,

Is that fine sense which men call Courtesy!

Wholesome as air and genial as the light,

Welcome in every clime as breath of flowers,—

It transmutes aliens into trusting friends,

And gives its owner passport round the globe.
James T. Fields.

17.

Grandfather loved a woodfire far better than
a grate of glowing anthracite, or than the dull
heat of an invisible furnace, which seems to think
that it has done its duty in merely warming the
house. But the wood-fire is a kindly, cheerful,
sociable spirit, sympathizing with mankind, and
knowing that to create warmth is but one of the
good offices expected from it. Therefore it
dances on the hearth, and laughs broadly through
the room, and plays a thousand antics, and
throws a joyous glow over the faces that encircle
it—Nathaniel Hawthorne.
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18.

Think every morning, when the sun peeps through

The dim, leaf-latticed windows of the grove,

How jubilant the happy birds renew

Their old melodious madrigals of love!

And when you think of this, remember too,

’Tis always morning somewhere, and above

The waking continent, from shore to shore,

Somewhere the birds are singing evermore.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, (Birds of Kil-
lingworth.)

19.

Upon a money-lender complaining to Baron
Rothschild that he had lent ten thousand francs
-to a person who had gone off to Constantinople
without leaving any acknowledgment of the debt,
the baron said:

“Well, write to him and ask h1m to send you
the fifty thousand francs he owes you.”

“But he owes me only ten,” said the money-
lender.

“Precisely,” rejoined the Baron, “and he will
write and tell you so, and thus you will get his
acknowledgment of it.”—Anonymous.

2
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20.

It was one of those spacious farm-houses, with
high-ridged but lowly sloping roofs, built in the
style handed down from the first Dutch settlers;
the low, projecting eaves forming a piazza along
the front, capable of being closed up in bad
weather. Under this were hung flails, harness,
various utensils of husbandry, and nets for fish-
ing in the neighboring river. Benches were built
along the sides for summer use; and a great
spinning-wheel at one end, and a churn at the
other, showed the various uses to which this im-
portant porch might be devoted.

Washington Irving.

21.

The sun does not shine for a favored few, but
for the wide world’s joy. The lonely pine on the
mountain-top waves its sombre boughs and cries,
“Thou art my sun!” The little meadow violet
lifts its cup of blue, and whispers with its per-
fumed breath, “Thou art my sun!”

So God sits effulgent in Heaven, not for a fa-
vored few, but for the universe of life. There is
no creature 8o poor or so low that he may not
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look up with confidence and say, “Thou art my
Father!”—Henry Ward Beecher.

22.

Where shall we keep the holiday,
And duly greet the entering May?
Too strait and low our cottage doors,
And all unmeet our carpet floors;
No spacious court, nor monarch’s hall,
Suffice to hold the festival.
Up and away! where haughty woods
Front the liberated floods.
Ralph Waldo Emerson.

23.

I like, on these sunny days, to look into the
Luxembourg Garden; nowhere else is the eye
more delighted with life and color. In the after-
noon, especially, it is a baby-show worth going
far to see. The avenues are full of children,
‘whose animated play, light laughter, and happy
chatter, and pretty, picturesque dress, make a
sort of fairy grove of the garden; and all the
nurses of that quarter bring their charges there,
sewing, gossiping, and comparing the merits of
the little dears. One baby differs from another
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in glory, I suppose; but I think on such days that
they are all lovely, taken in the mass, and all in
sweet harmony with the delicious atmosphere,
the tender green, and the other flowers of spring.
A baby can’t do better than to spend its spring
days in the Luxembourg Garden.

Charles Dudley Wardner.

24.

James Russell Lowell says of Abraham Lincoln,
“He was a man of humble birth and ungainly
manners, of little culture beyond what his own
genius supplied; but he became more absolute in
power than any monarch of modern times,
through the reverence of his countrymen for his
honesty, his wisdom, his sincerity, his faith in
God and man, and the nobly humane simplicity
of his character.”.

26.

Do you ne’er think what wondrous beings these?

Do you ne’er think who made them, and who
taught ’

The dialect they speak, where melodies

Alone are the interpreters of thought?

Whose household words are songs in many keys
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Sweeter than instrument of man e’er caught?

Whose habitations in the tree-tops even

Are half-way houses on the road to heaven?

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, (Birds of Killing-
worth).

26,

There were no trees in the neighborhood of the
house where I was born. It stood in the midst of
grass, and nothing but grass was to be seen for
a long way on every side of it. There was not a
gravel path or a road near it. Its walls, old and
rusty, rose immediately from the grass. Green
blades and a few heads of daisies leaned trusting-
ly against the brown stone, all the sharpness of
whose fractures had long since vanished, worn
away by the sun and the rain, or filled up by the
slow lichens, which I used to think were young
stones growing out of the wall. All about the
house—as far, at least, as my lowly eyes could
see—the ground was perfectly level, and this lake
of greenery, out of which it rose like a solitary
rock, was to me an unfailing mystery and de-
light.—George MacDonald.
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&

Without more delay, the prince leading, the
pair proceeded down through the echoing stair-
way of the tower, and out through the grating,
into the ample air and sunshine of the morning,
and among the terraces and flower-beds of the
garden. They crossed the fish-pond, where the
carp were leaping as thick as bees; they mounted,
one after another, the various flights of stairs,
snowed upon, as they went, with April blossoms,
and marching in time to the great orchestra of
birds. Nor did they pause till they had reached
the highest terrace of the garden. Here was a
gate into the park, and hard by, under the tuft of
laurel, a marble garden seat. Hence they looked
down on the green tops of many elm-trees, where
the rooks were busy; and beyond that, upon the
palace roof, and the yellow banner flying in the
blue.—Robert Louis Stevenson.

28.

“Please come back and finish your story!”
Alice called after the Mouse; and the others all
joined in chorus, “Yes, please do!” but the mouse




Dictation Spelling Book. 23

only shook its head impatiently, and walked a
little quicker.

“What a pity it wouldn’t stay!” sighed the
Lory, as soon as it was quite out of sight; and
an old crab took the opportunity of saying to
her daughter, “Ah, my dear! Let this be a les-
son to you never to lose your temper!”’

“Hold your tongue, Ma!” said the young crab,
a little snappishly. “You’re enough to try the
patience of an oyster!”

Alice in Wonderland.

29.

Hark! ’tis the bluebird’s venturous strain, -
High on the old fringed elm at the gate—
Sweet-voiced, valiant on the swaying bough,
Alert, elate,
Dodging the fitful spits of snow,
New England’s poet-laureate,
Telling us Spring has come again.
Thomas Bailey Aldrich.

i30.

As I grew older I became more adventurous;
and one evening, although the shadows were be-
ginning to lengthen, I went on and on until I
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made a discovery. I found a half-spherical hol-
low in the grassy surface. I rushed into its
depths as it if had been a mine of marvels, threw
myself on the ground, and gazed into the sky as
if I had now, for the first time, discovered its true
relation to the earth. The earth was a cup, and
the sky its cover. There were lovely daisies in
this hollow—not too many to spoil the grass, and
they were red-tipped daisies. I lay and looked
at them in delight—not at all inclined to pull
them, for they were where I loved to see them.

George MacDonald.

31.

On one occasion a maid asked Dean Swift’s per-
mission to attend her sister’s wedding. He not
only gave her permission, but lent her a horse
upon which to make the journey, and another
servant to accompany her. In the excitement of
the moment the unfortunate girl forgot to close
the door after her, and Swift, allowing time for
her to get some distance upon her journey, sent
another servant post-haste to fetch her back. In
fear and trembling the poor girl presented herself
before the Dean, asking him what he wanted her
for. “Only to shut the door,” was the reply,
“after which you may resume your journey.”

Anonymous.
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It was, as I have said, a fine autumnal day; the
sky was clear and serene, and nature wore that
rich and golden livery which we always associate
with the idea of abundance. The forests had put
on their sober brown and yellow, while some trees
of the tenderer, kind had been nipped by the frost
into brilliant dyes of orange, purple, and scarlet.
Streaming files of wild ducks began to make their
appearance high in the air; the bark of the squir-
rel might be heard from the groves of beech and
hickory nuts, and the pensive whistle of the quail
at intervals from the neighboring stubble-fields.

Washington Irving.

33.

It must be confessed that a wood fire needs
as much tending as a pair of twins. I would as
soon have an Englishman without side-whiskers
as a fire without a big back log; and I would
rather have no fire than one that required no tend-
ing;—one of dead wood that could not sing again
the imprisoned songs of the forest, or give out, in
brilliant scintillations, the sunshine it absorbed
in its growth. A wood fire on the hearth is a-
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kindler of domestic virtue. It brings in cheerful-
ness and a family center, and, besides, it is ar-
tistic. I should like to know if an artist could
ever represent on canvas a happy family gathered
around a hole in the floor, called a register.
Charles Dudley Warner.

34.

In a poet’s room, where his inkstand stood on
the table, the remark was once made, “It is won-
derful what can be brought out of an inkstand.”

“Yes, certainly,” said the inkstand to the pen
and to the other articles that stood on the table;
“it’s quite incredible, and I really don’t know
what is coming next when that man dips his pen
into me. One drop of me is enough for half a
page of paper, and what cannot half a page of
paper contain? From me, all the works of the
poet are produced ; all those imaginary characters
whom people fancy they have known or met, all
the deep feeling, the humor, and the vivid pictures
of nature. I myself don’t understand how it is,
for I am not acquainted with nature, but it cer-
tainly is in me.”’—Hans Andersen.
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85.

Life is good, and opportunities of becoming
and doing good are always with us. Our house,
our table, our tools, our books, our city, our
country, our language, our business, our profes-
sion,—the people who love us and those who hate,
they who help and they who oppose,—what is all
this but opportunity? Whatever can help me to
think and love, whatever can give me strength
and patience, whatever can make me humble and
serviceable, though it be a trifle light as air, is
opportunity, whose whim it is to hide in unconsid-
ered things.—John Lancaster Spalding.

36.

Blest be the spot where cheerful guests retire
To pause from toil, and trim their evening fire;
Blest that abode where want and pain repair,
And every stranger finds a ready chair;
Blest be those feasts, with simple plenty crowned,
Where all the ruddy family around
Laugh at the jests or pranks, that never fail,
Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale,
Or press the bashful stranger to his food,
And learn the luxury of doing good.

’ Oliver Goldsmith.
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37.

When we are as yet small children, there comes
to ‘'us a youthful angel, holding &P his right hand
cubes like dice, and in his left, spheres like mar-
bles. The cubes are of stainless ivory, and on
each i8 written in letters of gold—Truth. The
spheres are veined and streaked and spotted be-
neath, with a dark crimson flush above, where the
light falls on them, and in a certain aspect we can
make out upon every one of them the three letters,
L, i, e. The child to whom they are offered very
probably clutches at both. The spheres are the
most convenient things in the world; they roll
with the least possible impulse just where the
child would have them. The cubes will not roll
at all; they have a great talent for standing still
and always keep right-side up.

Oliver Wendell Holmes.

388.

But very soon the young philosopher finds that
things which roll so easily are very apt to roll
into the wrong corner, while he always knows
where to find the others, which stay where they
are left. Thus he learns to drop the streaked and
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speckled globes of falsehood, and to hold fast the
white, angular blocks of truth. But then comes
Timidity, and after her Good-nature, and last of
all Polite-behavior; and the first with her coarse
rasp, and the second with her broad file, and the
third with her silken sleeve, do 8o round off and
smooth and polish the snow-white cubes of truth,
that, when they have got a little dingy by use, it
becomes hard to tell them from the rolling spheres
of falsehood.—Oliver Wendell Holmes.

39.

Ceremonies are different in every country; but
true politeness is everywhere the same. Cere-
monies, which take up so much of our attention,
are only artificial helps which Ignorance assumes
in order to imitate Politeness, which is the result
of Good Sense and Good Nature. A person pos-
sessed of these qualities, though he had never
seen a court, is truly agreeable; and if without
them, would continue a clown, though he had been
all his life a gentleman usher.—Oliver Goldsmith.

40.

A friend called on the great sculptor, Michael
Angelo, who was finishing a statue. Sometime
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afterward he called again; the sculptor was still
at his work. His friend, on looking at the figure,
exclaimed, “Have you been idle since I saw you
last?”

“By no means,” replied the sculptor; “I have
retouched this part, polished that; I have softened
this feature, and brought out this muscle; I have
given more expression to this lip, and more energy
to this limb.”

“Well, well,” said the friend, “but all these are
trifles.”

“It may be so,” replied Angelo, “but recollect
that trifles make perfection, and perfection is no
trifle.”—Colton.

41.

True happiness is of a retired nature, and an
enemy to pomp and noise; it arises in the first
place from the enjoyment of one’s self; and in
the next, from the friendship and conversation
of a few select companions. False happiness loves
to be in a crowd and to draw the eyes of the
world upon her; she does not receive any satisfac-
tion from the applause which she gives herself, but
from the admiration which she raises in others.

Joseph Addison.
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42,

He was a most extraordinary-looking little gen-
tleman. His cheeks were very round and red, and
might have warranted a supposition that he had
been blowing a refractory fire for the last eight-
and-forty hours; his moustaches curled twice
round like a corkscrew on each side of his mouth,
and his hair, of a curious mixed salt-and-pepper
color, descended far over his shoulders. He was
about six feet in height, and wore a conical point-
ed cap of nearly the same altitude, decorated with
a black feather some three feet long. His doublet
was prolonged behind into something resembling
a violent exaggeration of what is now termed a
“gwallow-tail,” but was much obscured by the
swelling folds of an enormous cloak.

John Ruskin.

43.

I had come to Stratford on a poetical pilgrim-
age. My first visit was to the house where Shakes-
peare was born, and where, according to tradition,
he was brought up to his father’s craft of wool-
combing. It is a small, mean-looking edifice of
wood and plaster, a true nestling-place of genius,
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which seems to delight in hatching its offspring in
by-corners. The walls of its squalid chambers are
covered with names and inscriptions in every lan-
guage, by pilgrims of all nations, ranks, and con-
ditions, from the prince to the peasant.
Washington Irving.

44,

A dew-drop falling on the wild sea wave,
Exclaimed in grief, *‘I perish in this grave!’’
But in a shell received, that drop of dew
Into a pearl of marvelous beauty grew;
And happy now, the grace did magnify
Which thrust it forth, as it had feared, to die;
Until again, “I perish quite!” it said,
Torn by a diver from its ocean bed.
O unbelieving! so it came to gleam
Chief jewel in a monarch’s diadem.
From the Persian.

45.

It is a very fine old place, of red brick, softened
by a pale, powdery lichen which has dispersed it-
self with happy irregularity, so as to bring the
red brick into terms of friendly companionship



Dictation Spelling Book. 33

with the limestone ornaments surrounding the
three gables, the windows, and the door-place.
But the windows are patched with wooden panes,
and the door, I think, is like the gate—it is never
opened; how it would groan and grate against
the stone floor if it were! For it is a solid, heavy,
handsome door, and must once have been in the
habit of shutting with a sonorous bang.
George Eliot.

".49

“Papa,”’ said Franz, as we were thus engaged,
and he handed me the fibres as I required them,
“are these wild trees or tame trees?”

“Qh, these are wild trees, most ferocious trees,”
laughed Jack, “and we are tying them up lest they
should run away, and in a little while we will
untie them, and they will trot about after us and
give us fruit wherever we go. Oh, we will tame
them; and they shall have a ring through their
noses like the buffalo!”?

“That’s not true,” replied Franz, gravely, “but
there are wild and tame trees; the wild ones grow
out in the woods like the crabapples, and the tame
ones in the garden like the pears and peaches at
home. Which are these, papa?”’

The Swiss Family Robinson.
8
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47,

Within the verge of the wood there were colum-
bines, looking more pale than red, because they
were 80 modest, and had thought proper to seclude
themselves too anxiously from the sun. The
trailing arbutus hid its precious flowers under
last year’s withered leaves, as a mother-bird hides
her young ones. It knew, I suppose, how beauti-
ful and sweet-scented they were. So cunning was
their concealment that the children sometimes
smelt the delicate richness of their perfume be-
fore they knew whence it proceeded.

Nathaniel Hawthorne.

48.

As the sun goes to the horizon, we have an ef-
fect sometimes produced by the best Dutch art-
ists,—a wonderful transparent light, in which the
landscape looks like a picture, with its church-
spires of stone, its wind-mills, its slender trees,
and red-roofed houses. It is a good light and a
good hour in which to enter Bruges, that city of
the past. Once the city was greater than Ant-
werp; and up the Rege came the commerce of the
East; merchants from the Levant, traders in
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jewels and silks. Now the tall houses wait for
tenants, and the streets have a deserted air.
Charles Dudley Warner.

49.

It is a base untruth to say that happy is a na-
tion that has no history. Thrice happy is the na-
tion that has a glorious history. Far better it is
to dare mighty things, to win glorious triumphs,
even though checkered by failure, than to take
rank with those poor spirits who neither enjoy
much nor suffer much, because they live in the
gray twilight that knows no defeat.

Theodore Roosevelt.

60,

The prince was early abroad; in the time of
the first chorus of birds, of the pure and quiet
air, of the slanting sunlight and the mile-long
shadows. To one who had passed a miserable
night, the freshness of that hour was tonic and
reviving; to steal a march upon his slumbering
fellows, to be the Adam of the coming day, com-
posed and fortified his spirits; and the prince,
breathing deep and pausing as he went, walked in
the wet fields beside hig shadow, and was glad.

Robert Louis Stevenson.
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51,

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods,

There is a rapture on the lonely shore,

There i8 society, where none intrudes,

By the deep sea, and music in its roar.

I love not man the less, but nature more,

From these our interviews, in which I steal

From all I may be, or have been before,

To mingle with the universe, and feel

What I can ne’er express, yet cannot all conceal.
Lord Byron.

52.

Cooking means the knowledge of all herbs and
fruits and balms and spices; of all that is healing
and sweet in fields and groves, and savory in
meats; it means carefulness, and inventiveness,
and watchfulness, and willingness, and readiness
of appliance; it means the economy of your great-
grandmothers, and the science of modern chem-
ists; it means much tasting and no wasting; it
means English thoroughness, and French art, and
Arabian hospitality; it means, in fine, that you
are to be perfectly and always “ladies”—*“loaf-
givers.”—John Ruskin.
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b3.

I see the solemn gulls in council sitting
On some broad ice-floe, pondering long and late,
While overhead the home-bound ducks are flitting,
And leave the tardy conclave in debate.

Those weighty questions in their breasts revolv-
ing,
Whose deeper meaning science never learns,
Till at some reverend elder’s look dissolving,
The speechless senate silently adjourns.
Oliver Wendell Holmes.

64

The tishermen’s cottages faced the west; they
were low and wide, not unlike scows drifted
ashore and moored on the beach for houses. The
little windows had gay curtains fluttering in the
breeze, and the rooms within looked clean and
cheery; the rough walls were adorned with the
spoils of the fresh-water seas,—shells, green
stones, agate, spar, and curiously shaped peb-
bles; occasionally there was a stuffed water-bird,
.or a bright colored print, and always a violin.
Black-eyed children played in the water which .
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bordered their narrow beach-gardens, and slender
women with shining black hair stood in their
doorways knitting—Constance F. Woolson.

b5.

An ancient story runs that the birds once met
to choose a monarch ; whoever soared the highest
was to reign over them. Up sprang all the birds
into the air, but the highest of all rose the eagle,
who, after mounting until his wearied wings
could beat no more, proclaimed himself the sov-
ereign of the birds. But, all unperceived, the little
wren had been quietly perching upon his shoul-
ders, and as soon as the eagle ceased to mount, he
rose on tiny pinions far above the wearied eagle,
and twittered forth-the victory of wit and intel-
lect over bulk and physical strength.

Burt G. Wilder.

56.

The fairy path that we pursue,
Distinguished but by greener hue,
Winds round the purple brae,
While Alpine flowers of varied dye
For carpet serve, or tapestry.
See how the little runnels leap,
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In threads of silver, down the steep,
To swell the brooklet’s moan !
Seems that the Highland Naiad grieves,
Fantastic while her crown she weaves
Of rowan, birch, and alder leaves,
So lovely, and so lone! —8ir Walter Scott.

b7.

The evening wind made such' a disturbance
among some tall elm-trees at the bottom of the
garden, that we could not forbear glancing that
way. As the elms bent to one another like giants
who were whispering secrets, and after a few sec-
onds of such repose, fell into a violent flurry, toss-
ing their arms about as if their late confidences
were really too wicked for their peace of mind,
some weather-beaten old rooks’nests burdening
their higher branches swung like wrecks upon a
stormy sea.—Charles Dickens.

58.

What a wonderful order there is in all human
labor! While the husbhandman furrows his land,
and prepares for every one hig daily bread, the
town artisan, far away, weaves the stuff in which
he is to be clothed; the miner seeks under the



40 Dictation Spelling Book.

ground the iron for his plough; the soldier de-
fends him against the invader; the judge takes
care that the law protects his fields; the mer-
chant occupies himself in exchanging his products
with those of different countries; the men of
science and of art add every day a few horses to
this ideal team, which draws along the material
world, as steam impels the gigantic trains of our
iron roads. Thus all unite together, all help one
another; the poorest man included in this asso-
ciation has his place; each is something in the
whole.—Emile Souvestre. (tr.)

59.

I sat down, and taking the reeds, speedily man-
ufactured half a dozen arrows and feathered
them from the dead flamingo. I then took a strong
bamboo, bent it, and strung it so as to form a
bok. When the boys saw what I had done they
were delighted, and begged to have the pleasure
of firing the first shot.

“No, no!” gaid I, “I did not make this for mere
pleasure, nor is it even intended as a weapon.
Elizabeth,” I continued to my wife, “can you sup-
ply me with a ball of stout thread from your won-
derful bag?”

“Certainly,” replied she, “I think a ball of
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thread was the first thing to enter the bag,” and
diving her hand deep in, she drew out the very
thing I wanted.—The Swiss Family Robinson.

60.

Where the brook runs into the first hearing of
the sea, to defer its own extinction, it takes a
lively turn inland, giving a pleasant breadth of
green between itself and its destiny. At the
breath of salt the larger trees hang back, and
turn their boughs up; but plenty of pretty
shrubs come forth, and shade the cottage gar-
dens; neither have the cottage walls any lack of
leafy mantle, where the summer sun works his
own defeat by fostering cool obstructions. For
here are tamarisks, and jassamine, and the old-
fashioned corchorus, flowering all the summer
through, as well as the myrtle, that loves the
shore.—R. D. Blackmore.

61.

The burn kept growing both in force and vol-
ume; and still, at every leap, it fell with heavier
plunges and spun more widely in the pool. Great
had been the labors of that stream, and great and
agreeable the changes it had wrought. It had cut
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through dykes of stubborn rocks, and now, like
a blowing dolphin, spouted through the orifice;
along all its humbler coasts, it had undermined
and rafted-down the goodlier timber of the for
est; and on these rough clearings it now set and
tended primrose gardens, and planted woods of
willow, and made a favorite of the silver birch.

Robert Louis Stevenson.

62.

Man is a creature designed for two different
lives. His first is short and transient; his sec-
ond permanent and lasting. The question we are
all concerned in is this: whether we should en-
deavor to secure to ourselves the pleasures and
gratifications of a life that is uncertain and pre-
carious, or to secure the pleasures of a life that is
fixed and settled and will never end.

Joseph Addison.

63.

A Syrian or Arabian pasture is very different
from the narrow meadows and fenced hillsides
with which we are familiar. It is vast, and often
virtually boundless. By far the greater part of
it is desert—that is, land not absolutely barren,
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but refreshed by rain for oniy a few months, and
through the rest of the year abandoned to the pit-
iless sun that sucks all life from the soil. The
landscape is nearly all glare,—monotonous levels
or low ranges of hillocks, with as little character
upon them as the waves of the sea, and shimmer-
ing in mirage under a cloudless heaven.

George Adam Smith.

64.

Long lines of cliff breaking have left a chasm;
And in the chasm are foam and yellow sands;
Beyond, red roofs above a narrow wharf
In cluster; then a mouldered church; and higher,
A long street climbs to one tall-towered mill;
And high in heaven behind it a gray down
With Danish barrows; and a hazelwood,
By autumn nutters haunted, flourishes
Green in a cuplike hollow of its own.

Alfred Tennyson.

65.

Many politicians of our time are in the habit of
laying it down as a self-evident proposition that
no people ought to be free till they are fit to use
their freedom. This maxim is worthy of the fool



44 Dictation Spelling Book.

in the old story, who resolved not to go into the
water till he had learned to swim. If men are to
wait for liberty till they have become wise and
good in slavery, they may, indeed, wait forever.
Thomas B. Macaulay.

66.

You have seen the Rhine in pictures; you have
read its legends. You know, in imagination at
least, how it winds among craggy hills of splen-
did form, turning so abruptly as to leave you
often shut in with no visible outlet from the wall
of rock and forest; how the castles, some in ruins
as unsightly as any old pile of rubbish, others
with feudal towers and battlements, still perfect,
hang on the crags, or stand sharp against the
sky, or nestle by the stream, or on some lonely isl-
and. You know that the Rhine has been to Ger-
mans what the Nile was to Egyptians,—a delight,
and the theme of song and story. Here the
Roman eagles were planted; here Caesar bridged
and crossed the Rhine; and here the French found
a momentary halt to their invasion of Germany,
at different times.—Charles Dudley Warner.
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67.

The Star Spangled Banner! Was ever flag so
beautiful, did ever flag so fill the souls of men?
The love of woman; the sense of duty; the thirst
for glory; the heart-throbbing that compels the
humblest American to stand by his colors fearless
in the defense of his native soil and holding it
sweet to die for it,—the yearning which draws
him to it when exiled from it—its free institu-
tions and its blessed memories, all are embodied
and symbolized by the broad stripes and bright
stars of the nation’s emblem. )

Henry Watterson.

68

In all climates Spring is beautiful. The birds
begin to sing; they utter a few rapturous notes,
and then wait for an answer in the silent woods.
Those green-coated musicians, the frogs, make
holiday in the neighboring marshes. They, too,
belong to the Orchestra of Nature, whose vast
theater is again opened, though the doors have
been so long bolted with icicles, and the scenery
hung with snow and frost like cobwebs. This is
the prelude which announces the opening of the
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scene. Already the grass shoots forth. The
waters leap with thrilling pulse through the
veins of the plants and trees, and the blood
through the veins of man. What a thrill of de-
light in Springtime!

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow.

69.

Not many sounds in life—and I include all
urban and all rural sounds—exceed in interest a
knock at the door. It gives a very echo to the
throne where Hope is seated. But its issues sel-
dom answer to this oracle within. It is so seldom
that just the person we want to see comes. But
of all the clamorous visitations, the welcomest in
expectation is the sound that ushers in, or seems
to usher in, a Valentine.—Charles Lamb.

70.

The life of a swarm of bees is like an active
and hazardous campaign of an army. The ranks
are being continually depleted and continually
recruited. What adventures they have by flood
and field, and what hair-breadth escapes! A
strong swarm during the honey season loses, on
an average, about four or five thousand per month.
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They are overwhelmed by wind and rain, caught
by spiders, benumbed by cold, crushed by cattle,
drowned in rivers or ponds, and in many ways
cut off or disabled.—John Burroughs.

11.

A vulgar man is captious and jealous, eager and
impetuous about trifies. He suspects himself to
be slighted, thinks everything that is said meant
at him; if the company happens to laugh, he is
persuaded they laugh at him; he grows angry
and testy, says something impertinent, and
draws himself into a -scrape, by showing what he
calls a proper spirit, and asserting himself.

Lord Chesterfield.

72.

Those who are in the habit of remarking such
matters must have noticed the passive quiet of
an English landscape on Sunday. The clacking
of the mill, the regularly recurring stroke of the
flail, the din of the blacksmith’s hammer, the
whistling of the plowman, the rattling of the
cart, and all other sounds of rural labor, are sus-
pended. The very farm dogs bark less frequently,
being less disturbed by passing travelers. At
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such times I have almost fancied the winds sunk
into quiet, and that the sunny landscape, with
its fresh green tints melting into the blue haze,
enjoyed the hallowed calm.

Washington Irving.

73.

Out of a pellucid brook,

Pebbles round and smooth I took;
Like a jewel, every one

Caught a color from the sun,—
Ruby red and sapphire blue,
Emerald and onyx, too;

Not a precious stone I missed,—
Gems I held from every land

In the hollow of my hand.

Workman Water these had made

Patiently through sun and shade.

With the ripples of the rill

He had polished them, until

Smooth, symmetrical, and bright,

Each one, sparkling in the light,

Showed within its-burning heart

All the lapidary’s art;

And the brook seemed thus to sing,

“Patience conquers everything.”
Frank Dempster Sherman.
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74}

The most complete and healthy sleep that can
be taken in the day is in summer-time, out in the
fields. There is perhaps no solitary sensation so
exquisite as that of slumbering on the grass or
hay, shaded from the hot sun by a tree, with the
consciousness of a fresh but light air running
through the wide atmosphere, and the sky
stretching far overhead upon all sides. Earth
and heaven, and a placid humanity, seem to have
the creation to themselves. There is nothing
between the slumberer and the naked and glad
innocence of nature.—Leigh Hunt.

8.

The youngest brother was as completely op-
posed, in both appearance and character, to his
seniors, as could possibly be imagined or de-
sired. He was not above twelve years old, fair,
blue-eyed, and kind in temper to every living
thing. He was usually appointed to the honor-
able office of turn-spit, when there was anything
to roast, which was not often; for, to do the
brdthers justice, they were hardly less sparing
upon themselves than upon other people. At other

4
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times he used to clean the shoes, floors, and some-
times the plates, occasionally getting what was
left on them by way of encouragement, and a
wholesome quantity of dry blows by way of edu-
cation.—John Ruskin.

76.

Fritz once more cast his eyes over the expanse
of plain before us, and after looking fixedly for
a moment, exclaimed :

“Is it possible that I see a party of horse-
men riding at full gallop toward us? Can they
be wild Arabs of the desert?”

“Arabs, my boy! Certainly not; but-take the
spyglass and make them out exactly. We shall
have to be on our guard, whatever they are!’’

“I cannot see distinctly enough to be sure,” said
he presently, “and imagination supplies the de-
ficiency of sight in most strange fashion. I could
fancy them wild cattle, loaded carts, wandering
haycocks—in fact, almost anything I like.”

The spyglass passed from hand to hand; but
when it came my turn to look, I pronounced
them to be very large ostriches.

The Swiss Family Robinson.
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T7.

After a rapid survey, the general assigned his
troops their respective quarters, and took as vig-
orous precautions for security, as if he had an-
ticipated a siege instead of a friendly entertain-
ment. The space was encompassed by a stone
wall with towers or heavy buttresses at inter-
vals, affording a good means of defense. He
planted his cannon so as to command the ap-
proaches, stationed his sentinels along the works,
and, in short, enforced as strict military disci-
pline as had been observed in any part of the
march.—William H. Prescott.

78.

The red dawn at last struggled through the
vaporous veil that hid the landscape. Then oc-
curred one of those magical changes peculiar to
the climate, yet perhaps pre-eminently notable
during that historic winter and spring. By ten
o’clock on that 3rd day of May, 1780, a fervent,
June-like sun had rent that vaporous veil, and
poured its direct rays upon the gaunt and hag-
gard profile of the Jersey hills. The chill soil
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responded but feebly to the kiss; perhaps a few
of the willows that yellowed the river-banks took
on a deeper color. But the country folk were
certain that spring had come at last.

Bret Harte.

79.

Ichabod rode with short stirrups, which
brought his knees nearly up to the pommel of
his saddle; his sharp elbows stuck out like grass-
hoppers; he carried his whip perpendicularly in
his hand, like a scepter; and, as his horse jogged
on, the motion of his arms was not unlike the
flapping of a pair of wings. A small wool hat
rested on the top of his nose—for so his scanty
strip of forehead might be called—and the skirts
of his black coat fluttered out almost to the
horse’s tail—Washington Irving.

80.

There is nothing which we receive with so
much reluctance as advice. We look upon the
man who gives it ag offering an affront to our
understanding, and treating us as children or
idiots. We consider the instruction as implicit
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censure, and the zeal which any one shows for our
good on such occasion, as a piece of presump-
tion or impertinence.—Joseph Addison.

81.

The highroads in rural England are made
pleasant to the traveler by a border of trees, and
often afford him the hospitality of a wayside
bench beneath a comfortable shade. But a
fresher delight is to be found in the footpaths,
which go wandering away from stile to stile,
along hedges, and across broad fields, and through
wooded parks, leading you to little hamlets of
thatched cottages, ancient, solitary farm-houses,
picturesque old mills, streamlets, pools, and all
those quiet, secret, unexpected, yet strangely fa-
maliar features of English scenery that Tenny-
son shows us in his idylls and eclogues.

Nathaniel Hawthorne.

82.

As we lived near the road, we often had the
traveler or stranger visit us to taste our goose-
berry wine, for which we had great reputation;
and I profess, with the veracity of an historian,
that I never knew one of them to find fault with
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’

it. Our cousins, too, even to the fortieth remove,
all remembered their affinity, without any help
from the herald’s office, and came very frequent-
ly to see us. Some of them did us no great honor
by these claims of kindred; however, my wife
always insisted that, as they were the same flesh
and blood, they should sit with us at the same
table. So that, if we had not very rich, we gen-
erally had very happy friends about us; and as
some men gaze with admiration at the colors of
a tulip or the wing of a butterfly, so I was by
nature an admirer of happy human faces.

Oliver Goldsmith.

83.

The night fell upon the prince while he was
treading green tracks in the lower valleys of the
wood; and though the stars came out overhead
and displayed the interminable order of the pine-
tree pyramids, regular and dark like cypresses,
their light was of small service to a traveler in
such lonely paths, and from thenceforth he rode
at random. The austere face of nature, the un-
certain issue of his course, the open sky and the
free air, delighted him like wine; and the hoarse
chafing of a river on his left sounded in his ears

" agreeably.—Robert Louis Stevenson.
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84.

Announced by all the trumpets of the sky,
Arrives the snow, and, driving o’er the fields,
Seems nowhere to alight; the whited air
Hides hills and woods, the river and the heaven,
And veils the farm-house at the garden’s end.
The sled and traveler stopped, the courier’s feet
Delayed, all friends shut out, the housemates sit
Around the radiant fire-place, enclosed
In a tumultous privacy of sto